THE   HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

acutely observed that it was very wet, silence fell upon us,
as we sped away from the English Channel,, my destina-
tion, towards the Bristol Channel, which was once
apostrophized by Mrs. Yearsley, the Bristol milkwoman
poet, with "Hail, useful Channel!5' After a while I felt
it would be mannerly of me to break the ice, so I said:
"Excuse me, sir, but are you a bishop?"

"Yes," he replied, "that is to say, I was.33

"Colonial?"

"British Bongoland."

"Is there a nice cathedral there?"

"Not at all bad."

"It's in Edwardstown, isn't it?"

"Yes."

"Very few white people there, I imagine?"

"About seventy."

"Were all your choristers negroes?"

"Yes."

"Many earthquakes when you were there?"

"Some."

"How's mahogany?"

"Bad."

"How's coffee?"

"Bad."

"Rubber down, too?"

"Yes."

We rattled on through the moisture; I could remember
nothing further about the industries of Bongoland, and
my thoughts strayed to the Monosyllabic Friars .in
Rabelais. Suddenly we slowed up. There was a little inn
with no other houses near; it bore the name of some
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